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5| Years 


So I'm 5I years old today. Shit, can't seem to catch a damn break with these years! Seems like | should feel a 
little different, bein’ 5I an’ all, but nah, | feel the same as | did when | was 50, which is more that alright with 


me. As soon as ya start to feel the effects of your age, ya know you're in deep shit. 


Anyways, I'm getting ready to see the guys, they're throwin’ some kind of party for me. Knowing Richie, he'll 
be plannin’ somethin’ huge, he always does. And why | leave him in charge of things like this, | will never know. 
Okay, after 30 minutes of lookin’ at myself in the mirror, making sure my features are great, I'm now ready 


to go! They say old habits die hard, well my habits of makin’ myself look extra presentable have yet to die. 


Making it to the restaurant Richie told me to be at, | got out of my car confidently. Alright Jon, brace 


yourself. 
Walking into the restaurant, | was greeted by everyone yelling, "HAPPY BIRTHDAY JONI!" And when | say 
everyone, | mean everyone; the cooks, the waiters, the waitresses, the host, the manager and of course my 


wonderful band mates. Richie ran over to me and gave me a huge hug. 


"Come on, you can say it!" He said, pulling back, but still having his hands rest on my shoulders. | knew what he 


was gonna say before the words even formed on his lips. 
"Richie Sambora is the best at throwin’ parties! There, | said it for yal" That Richie, always so full of himself. 


"Yeah yeah, quit your braggin'!" | responded with a laugh, clapping him on his shoulder before walking over to 
Tico and David. 


"Hey Jon, happy birthday!" They said with bright smiles. 


"Thanks guys, you're the best!" | answered as | hugged them both tightly. The rest of the time went by 
pleasantly, | opened my presents and ate three servings of chocolate cake. And by 12:00 sharp, we made our 
departure. Well everyone except for Richie and me. 


"Ya not too tired yet are ya?" He asked as we gathered our things from the table. 
"Nah, why?" Good God what does he have in store for me now? My response got him grinning like a total goon. 


"Good, come over to my house then. I've got another surprise for ya" And with that, Richie walked out the 
door and to his shiny black Ferrari. Yeah, | know, he drives with style. 


Driving to Richie's house in my red Corvette, | envisioned what we would be doing, all in which led to me and 
him laying together having sex. Yeah, | know him inside and out, his mind is almost always on sex, believe me. 
Arriving to Richie's house, | took a deep breath. Why the hell am | nervous? Get your shit together Bon Jovi! 
Making it to his front porch, | rang the doorbell. He opened the door in seconds, smiling when he saw that it 


was me. 
"Come on in!" | did as he said and entered his beautiful home. Looking around, | was shocked to see that every 
room in view was filled with bright flickering candles, all giving a romantic glow. Richie wasn't much of the 
sappy love type, but here he was lighting up the rooms with fresh scented candles. 

"Wow Rich, I'm impressed! Ya do have a romantic side to yal" 

"Oh shut up Jon!" He answered, playfully smacking my butt as | passed him, making me yelp. Damn it Richie! 
Leading me to the living room, | saw two glasses of wine already filled, along with a bottle of lubrication sitting 
on the opposite side of the table. Guess we're not using the bed this time, | thought. Like the rest of the 
rooms, this one was also surrounded by candles. 

"Jesus Richie, how many candles did ya buy?" | asked, sitting down beside him on the couch, drink in hand. 


| dunno man, | lost count” | laughed at that before mimicking Richie in raising my glass. 


"Here's to Jon turning 5I. May his days continue to shine and be filled with happiness." With that, we clinked our 
glasses together and took a sip of our drink Setting my drink down on the coffee table, | watched him do the 


same, knowing without a doubt what was coming next. | could feel Richie's leq touch mine as he moved closer 


to me, his hands reaching out to rest on my thighs. Breathing in his musky scent, | sighed contently. 


"Happy birthday Jonny," | heard him whisper before he leaned over me, forcing me to lie down as his lips 
pressed onto mine gently. Reaching up to tangle my fingers in his hair, | deepened the kiss, delicately brushing 
my tongue against his. | heard him moan softly, his hands trailing to my growing erection | growled deeply as 
he moved his lips down my jaw, down the side of my neck, until he reached my collar bone. Unlayering me 
slowly, he took his time reaching to his final destination, pausing to lick and kiss each spot of my skin that was 
revealed. Moving down, | felt his lips touch my stomach and his hands undid the zipper on my black leather 
pants. Panting quietly, | lifted my hips up, allowing Richie to pull my pants down, quickly tossing them aside. 


"Still no underwear?" Richie teased, his cool breath on my skin sent shivers down my spine. 


"Underwear's overrated," | responded with cockiness as | reached down to place my hands on his shoulders. He 


grinned at my comment before taking me in. 


"Oh God yes!" | moaned, feeling Richie suck slowly, his head bobbing up and down, building up his rhythm. 
Thrusting into Richie's mouth, | felt the start of my orgasm boil deep inside me, my cock twitched with desire. 


"When | say don't stop, it means don't fucking stop!" | yelled, my frustration increasing. 


"| wanna be inside ya," Richie murmured close to my ear. "| wanna make love to ya baby." My lust overpowered 
my frustration and | groaned my approval. Reaching out, Richie grabbed the lubrication bottle, and flipped the 
lid open with ease, coating two of his fingers in the process. Sticking the first finger in my tightness, he 
allowed for me to adjust before moving it in and out slowing. As he added the second finger, | felt myself 
expand to the size, my need growing with each thrust from him. Once ready, he took his fingers out of me and 


placed them on his erected cock. 


"Ready?" Richie asked softly, his dark brown eyes glazed over with raw need. | nodded yes and gave out a 
short cry as Richie entered. Placing his hands on either side of me on the couch, Richie relaxed, getting used 
to my size, waiting for me to relax as well When | did, | thrusted up against him, feeling him respond with his 
own thrust. Feeling himself fully inside me, Richie moaned with pleasure, his pants became more rapid and 


short. 

"Oh fuck Jonny! You're so fucking tight man!" He moaned loudly, his thrusts gaining speed. 

"Riliccchhhiiieee!" | yelled, feeling my orgasm near it's climax. Digging my fingers in his back, | feverishly kissed 
his neck, tongue lightly touching his skin. Grunting with his effort, Richie pounded into me harder, sweat poured 


off of him, his hair dangled damply, skin became slick. 


"Fuck!" Richie screamed, his cum spurted inside me as his orgasm erupted Crying out my pleasure, | digged my 


fingers harder into Richie's back as my cum shot out of me and onto our legs. Richie then collasped on top of 
me, his pants on overdrive. We layed there like that for what seemed like forever. Finally Richie looked up at 
me and brought his hands to the sides of my face. 

"So how was that for another birthday present?" He asked, lips forming the hint of a smile. 

"It was wonderful Rich, thanks." | responded, gently stroking his hair. 


"| gotta admit, ya still move pretty well for an old man" 


‘Old man my ass!" | laughed. "Age is just a number baby. l'm still young at heart" Richie grinned at that before 
leaning down to place a gentle sweet kiss on my lips. 


"I love ya Jon," he whispered before settling his head against my chest. 
"I love ya too Rich." 


As | heard his drowsy breaths, | too began to drift off, with pleasant happy thoughts leading the way and with 


a lasting smile on my lips. 


